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BOWERY GIRL

Henry Arvthor Jones, the author of “Mich-
w2l and His Lost Angel,™ now at the Empire
Theatre, is probably in g ehreniecondition
of chuckling in his sleaves. as he listehs to
thoe cacophenic brovw-hoabn, to which his
plays invarinbly give rise. Henry Arthur
rollg’ one eye in the dlregtlon of heaven,
and Juspocts wll the joys of the celestinl re-
glons; the other he keeps riveted upon the—
box-office. Fven while he I tulking of
souls and aftinitics and peace forever, and
all that sort of thing, you know that the
tintinpnabulations of the merry colns that
come Into the treasurer’s hunds gre sweetest
musle to him. 4

He 14 the cannlegt playwright of tlhie ago,
beciusge he alwiys Succeeds in giving the
publie food for discusslon. He apes the role
of the man with a misslon so successfully
that you eannot distingnish the assumption
from the reality. And the reallty Is that
Myr. Jones Is o tricky and a diplomatie jng-
gler, The publiec #ees none of the tinsel
that flecks {bic efforts of Henry Arthuf, The
public regards himi as a Bunthorfie, and
sings, "'What o very, very singularly deep
young man, this deep young man must be.”

Ibsen never eomslders the box-office, and
that s why his metaphysical probilems have
never attained pepularity. Ibsen believes In

his own preachings. Heunry Arthur Jones
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MICHAEL AND H1S
LOSTANGEL

them, nelther blesses nor curses them, but
uses them as it wants them, secepts all
their shibboleths, gives them eurrency, and
gmiles at them. The drama bas to do with
renlities, not with words. What has Shake-
speare to do with the Reformition? What
hins our modern drami to do with the stale,
withered husks that oor two hundred sects

fodder themselves on®'™
This ia a Incrlive view to take., That Is
why Henry Arthur Jones takes it. If the

opposite view were equally profitable, Mr,
Jones wonld elutell at tlhiat., Mr. Jones Is
not In the “playwritiug buslness for his
health," ns the ugly phrase goes. 1 have
alwiys blamed him 68 a poseur.

He s the Tolmage of the drama, sensa-
tionally addressing hld  thousands with
earthy, secular eloguence; he Is a swimmer
In a pellueld stream, with one foot drog-
ging along the muddy bottom; he {8 an
angel, soaring no lLigher than the house-
tops, with cheap wings, at perhaps $1.98 a
pair—warranted to last as long as he will
want them-—and he meets the requirements
of the day, which ara nelther lofty nor ab-
stiuge. He carries the bells of the mounte-
bank, and they tinkle pleasingly {n our
enrs. .y

“Michael and His Lost Angel" however,
s undoubtedly the most buman play he

total abstalner from the flesh-pots of the
world, aod Auvdrie Lisden came upon him
at a eritienl tiome, ‘and begged bim to brave
Liell for her suke, It was o tmost audaclons
situation; one that will afront Bondreds of
well-regulnted people, but Mr. Jones does
not object to lcerating the sensibilities.
It enuges talk, sod talk is advantageous.
The departure of the boat, leaving Audrie
aione on 8t. Decuman's Island with the
poor little minlster, wns a dangerons epi-
sode, Had It been Insisted uwpon with one
atom more emphasis, ladies would have left
the theatre In disgust. 1 understund that
it was Insisted upen a great deal more
forcibly In Loodon, but that the Incldent
wis toned down here.

Don't pretend that you feel mo Interest
In this culpable palr. 1 defy you to sit
through the play of *‘Mlchael and His Lost
Angel"” wrapped In & eoat of Indifference
The love pussages stir the blood, because
both the luvers are so interesting. The char.
acter of the priest is capitally drawn—no
minigter oeed feel that he has been held
up to derislon—whlle Andrie Lisden Is
a fascinating creaturve, who literally throws
berself at him.

Fate decides things for them. Fate causes
that boatless evening; that enforced so-
journ on St Decuman's Island, and 1
can't help thinklug that, shoeking thongh
It may be, It I8 a deft Inoldent. It s
eminently theatrical, of courses It Is
thoroughly Henry Arthor Jones-y. You ¢an
find slmllar, though mllder theatricalisin
dn “The Dancing Girl,” “Judah,” ‘“The
Middleman,” *“The Cnse of Rebelllous Su-

gan” and *“The Masquernders.'
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ened gloom of “Michuel snd His Lost
Augel” before Milss Allen beginag to enjoy
herself shuflling off, If she could ouly die

behind - the geenés it would be o great
treat

For the benefit of those who have not
read Mazwoell Geay's novel, “The Silenoe
of Degn Multland,”™ from which It hes
been hinted that Hewry Arthur Jones

culled his play, I wlll say that the only
polat In common between the book and the
play Is the conlession of the Church. [f
Maxwell Gray's book Cyrll Maltinnd is the
tempter. He rulus n young country girl,
concenls hls guilty koowledge, sees his
friend condemued to penal secvitule for
twenty years for having murdered her fath-
ér, grows famous, and ls foully eonfront-
ed by her child—his chlld. Then he con-
fesas hls crime, and also pleads gullty
to huving caused the death of the father
in an altercation.

“The Sllence of Dean Maitland” is a
fascinating story, but It |8 not ms en-
grossing as ““Michael and His Lost Angel.™

- - .

Doesn't it seem absurd to drop from
“Michael and His Lost Angel’” to “Chim
mie Fadden?' The life of the dramatic
critic is full of chills and shocks Do you
wonder that at times hls mind gets out of
tune; that bhe ls jangled aud mharmonious,

plunging Tuorkish-bathily Trom the hot
room of agony Into the tank of cold
trivialliy?

Chimmie, however, is in town, and Mike
wlill not sciure him. He Is at the Guiden
Thestre, with Smull Bottles, and Kunmey
the grocer, apd Kelly “der burkeep,” and
Goldstein the pawnbroker, and “His Whis
kers," to say nothing of the beantiful
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Fanny snd the britUe-Englished Duchess,

where—in the playhouses, In the lobbles of
the hotels, at receptlons, at dances, at sup-
pers.  Unconsclonsly, be is Imitating the
type that has been exagzemted by the for
Wle playwrizht. He does not knosw that
this kaz influenced him. Bat it bas.

We need types,and why shounldn’t we have
one In the Bowery, the only thoroughfare In
New York that one might acounse of orig-
inality? Mr. Townekend has done & goble
desd §n furnishing 18 with a Bowery boy
who will get the fashlon for countless otler
ambitious Bowery boys, at present suffering
from n total lack of color. Such a play ss
“Chimmle Fadden” merits a long Hfe, not
as a pleture of things as they are, but as &
pleture of things as they are not, but shounld
he.

Nobody ever sitw a “tough girl” until Ada
Lewis paluted her forus, Miss Lewls studled
the dank and uninteresting Bowety wmalden,
Improved her, sketehed in some amusingly
lmnglnary touches, and—eaptured us all!
We really belleved that the “tough girl™ had
been glive all these years, and that we had
never scen her untl] Miss Lewils brought her
hefore onr eyes. The “tough girl” exlsts to-
day, thanks”to Miss Lewls. The Mamles
and the Sudles of the Bowery saw her im-
persouation, and without any doubt they
have unconsclously imitated her.

Who shall say that the stage bas no mis-
slon? It holids the mirror up to Natore, but
It I8 a fluttering and an agreeablemirror that
malkes its reflections ten times more enter.
talning than the original. “Chimmis Fad-
den” will amuse us for a long time, gnd the
longer it stays In New York the uiore
scutely wlll its Influence be felt. It Is &
very Jolly and hilurious uffalr, and it 1s
very well actidl. Clharles H. Hopper as the
Bowery boy 1s a whole fund of amusemoent
I himgzelf, and Miss Marie Bates has un-
donbtedly made the *Idt of her lifa™ I
wis Jdelighted with the charm and ingenuo-
ousnesA of Miss Carrle Kesler, 8 young wo-
mun of whom we shall probubly hear miore
anon,

They tell me that Nat Goodwin 1s golng
to play ““The Prisoner ¢f Zenda® In Austra.
lin. He wlll not have to wear g wig. His
neks are very nearly of rhe requisite Eiph-
berg tint, and I am oot sarprised thot he
shouid hanker after interpretiog this play,
evien in the Antipodes. The Austrulian
rights of “The I'risouer of Zenda” have
Leen secured by Messrs, Willlimson & Muns-
grove, under whose mandgement this come-
dian will visit Melbourne and Syduey,

Goodwin 1s sick of ecomedy, becanse—for-
sooth!—le bas grown rlel oo it He craves
emotional work, in which be is distinetly
and unremittingly 1l at ease. Thut is the
way of the actor folks. 1 have no doulit but
thut if you asked De Wolf Hoppir to play
Romeo to the Juliet of Muy Robson, bLoth
Mr. Hopper and Miss Robson would be
charmed. It 18 no uée rensoning sbout this
perversity, It is Innate In the actor, Nat
Goodwin, lusisted upen Inflieting “‘David
Garelek" upon us at the Pifth Avenue The-
atre, aifl he ls golng to do just that style of
work In Australia. 'I'here, of course, be is
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would belleve in anything that would afford
hiin theatvlenl situntions, All ls fish that
comes to his net. He aweeps in everything
avallable—politics, religlpn, strange cults,
odd fads, hobbles, cherlshed beliefs—all.
He posos as o remarkably learued gentle-
man, and reading his book, *The Renns-
cance of the Euglish Drami,' the other day,
I came ncross the following passage, In an
esshy entltled “The Bible on the Stage,”
which Is somewhat Interesting, In view of
the production of “Mlehnel and Hls Lost
Angel:"

“So far as doclrines and dogmas are con-
cerned,” says Heary Arthur, *the stige
need not for a mowment trouble Itself about
them. The drams has a larger sway and
sphero than any doctrine or ereed, & more
lostant appenl to the heart.'" (Ahem!) “In
presence of the great verltles of the soul”
(M'yes), “in presence of such tremendous
Issuea as are mised 4n ‘Faust’ apd ‘Muoe-
beth' and ‘*Agamemnpon,’ all the cobwebs
that were ever spun by priests to vell the
Infinite are blown lnto air and nothlugness.
Zeus or Jehoval, Prometheus or Chrlst,
Buddha or Mahomet, Batun or Furles, Oal-
vin or St. Francig, Newman or Wesley,
Romae or Jerugalem, Westmingler Abbey or
Little »Bethel—the drama netilier defends
nor decrieg them, neither aflirms nor denies

hag ever written. Thosa who obfect to see-
ing a priest ploced in such a grossly sex-
ual predicament as that in which the Rev.
Michael IMavershom found himeelf, must
nevertheless admit that priests bave been
there, The pleture la fot lmprobable,
Clergymen, moreover, have fréguently at-
tacked’ and are constantly attacking the
etage and Its poople. The stage and Its
people can scurcely bo blamed for retaliate
ing by showing the frallty, under apdent
cireumstances, of the gentlemen of the
cloth.,

Mr. Jones has studied bis subject very
carefully, He must have read scores of
books on psycho-pathology: There is &
curions analogy betweon religion and love,
We know that. A well-known writef BOyR:
“Bexual eplsodes were frequent in the llves
of the saluts. Powerful sensuality ex-
presses tself In the history of religlous
fanatics, and In what revolting scenes, true
orgies, the religious festivals of antigulty,
no less than the ‘meetings’ of certain sects
In modern tlmes, expresa themselves—to
fny nothing of the lustful mysteries that
characterized the cults of the anclents."

The Rev. Michael Faversham was ripe
for just such a fall as that he suffered in
Jounes's new play. He was an ascetle; &

The ploture episode In the first act made
me laugh, Michael—'they called me Mike
when I was a boy," he tells her—keeps a
Eh'l-' lndder In the vicarage parlor, just
below the portralt of mommer, who s his
"good angel” To see this gopdly gentleman
mounting the lndder in order to kiss monk
mer's photographed brow is ludicrous. The
defunct Indy looks liké-a Madonna, and
ghe must have been about Ofteen years of
age when Mike was born. When Audrle
comes to the vicarage she also wanis to
klss mommer's pleture,

“No," he says, sternoly. *You are my bad
angel, I esannot allow yon to kiss her"

She pleads. She persista. T must klas
her," she almost sobs.

1 eannot allow it."

“Then let me hold ber In my hand,”
she entroats,

This reminds me agaln of Bunthorne.

“Yon had a mother,'” says Grosvenor, ten-
derly.

‘“Never!™ orled Bunthorne, Indignantly,

“But"—Insinuatingly—"yonhad an annt?”

“Ah, yes; boo-boo!" and the mlserable
Bunthorne burst Into toars.

Audrie Lisden finally aucceeds In kissing
mommer's pleture. She frop-frous up to
the gtep ladder, rustles up the steps, and
docs the fatn! deed. Then she descends
tanuntingly, and edges her way to the door.
“Your bud angel has kissed your good
angel," she remarks, and the curtaln falls,
This will probnbly be nltered before
“Michrel and Hls Lost Angel” Is very
much older. It must be altered, for it Is
very silly. It I8 the only stupld feature of
the play., The aundlence tittered at It Mon-
day night, for it dined the lustre of the
Rev. Mike and his falr accompilee.

Viola Allen and Henry Miller may both
be congratulated for their exeellent work
in this play. Misa “Allen never fails,
whetlier It be in the namby-pamby heroing
part of “Liberty Hall'" or the subtle and
Insldions - Fole of Audrie Lisden. « Bhe Is
good Iu all things, like the pice little boy
In the story book. Miss Alfen 15 the bost
“lending lody" thnt New York has to-day,
and I looks ns thongl she wonld malptain
that position indeflnltely. Henry Miller's
unylelling demeanor gerved Him In' good
gtend In thig play. Miller 1s a stodgy and
W slpgey acfor, but his characteristics fitted
this role admirvubly. I can’t belleve that
Forbes ltnk:rtaun and Marlon Terry in
London wefe as successful as Henry Miller
and Vioin Alien.”

Stitl, 1 wonld sugeest to Miss Allen thut
ghe die nodittle more dapidly. 1 know it 1y
a great templation to the ondinary actress
to hold the centre of the stage, to gurgie
(and rastle, aud see things before belng

Clitmmle I the Bowery boy as we would
like lim to be, but as he isu't. Edward
Townsend hns created him In the form be
wounld ‘Hke him to assume, for the sake of
chatty fictlon and entertaining comwedy, and
Mr. Townsend has dome well, Ollmmle Is
oo more like the real Bowery boy than
the feminine sketches In the Vie Parisfenne
are like' the real Parislany, Theso are
the work of clever French artists, who feel
that they can endow = type with life §f
they can furalsh it with pleturesque Emng-
iuary chacacteristics. So It ts with Ohim-
mie Padden. The real Bowery boy wonld
probably revolt us on the stage. We might
B0 to look at him onee, but we should
never repeat the visit. The real Bowery
boy 1s in no wige different from the real
Whitechapel boy or the real gamin of the
Rue du Temple In Parls. He ought to be,
but he lsn't. For the resson thnt he isn't,
it Iz quite fitting thot a geutleman with
an imegination should etep In and palnt
him ampsingly. The Bowery boy will go to
see Chlmmfe Fadden, and the Bowery boy
wil lmitate him. He will selze upon the
tralts that Mr. Towndend has s0 entertaln-
Ingly sketched, aund he will prohably assim-
llate them with his own, which are very
different. 8Bwipesey and Poley will get
many points from Chimunile Fadden, “as he
is,”" &t the Garden Thestre, for Swipesey
und Petey will'gee what they are supposed
to be, and they will try 1o lve up to the
model.

There is not the least harm ln the world
In these uaglnary pletnres, In fact, they
are positively benetielil to the community.
New York lacks types. It lg ewlnently
type-less,  People In this ¢ty are all very
much of a wuchness, und the novellst s at
a lpss for chatncters, As they do not exish,
they must be invented, and the imnginnry
crentions will have an Iefloeuca. If “Chim.
mile- Fadden' proves to be very popular—
and It richlygdeserves to” e so—we ghnll
haye real Chlmmie Faddens everpwhere,
and ten years from to-day the t¥po will
exlst. 1

AMen and womod are gplendid copybooke,
They. recelve exact hupressions of objects
writtén upon them, and they give forth
these lmpresslons manifolded. Fushlons are
set in this way. Once let a popular actress
go through o*part with an almost imper-
ceptible lunp, and thal nlmost imperceptible
Hmp will find 118 way Itto the bighways and
bywdys of the elty. I will venture to sny
that the stage iden of making the fast young
womien smoke clgareites Lns Intvoduced thiy
weed to hundreds of maldeus who otherwise
would mever have touched (L The stage
dude—a  purely  lwaginary  alair—bas

| guthesd to her foretiothers. Ths audience,
Y hoseyen & ;
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#ossed It real life. We sec him every-
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reproduce a play just after 1t has been
withidrmwn from hls botpds, Y
“The Prisoncr of Zenda’\ witl be usoful o
to klil the quemoties of “The Benefit of the
Doubt."™ It will hisea the offect of o pure
and peseteating disinfectant. - 145 breesy, -~
historical sudacity will be a splendid tonle
after the eneryuting, feverlsh comedy that
Plnevo .6ent us: L shall be gld to wel
eome it back to New York It 1z the best N
play that the senson hns given us ko far,
for it Is simple relazation and ebtertaln-
ment. ‘T den't belleve that B H. Sothern -
will be very scverely missed from the east, |
but that Is & polat {& whish wore bellef
counts for little. ‘ ;
: LWL R
Alas! for the poor ncior-muanager in New
York, What gorgeons predictioss wers made
when Richard Mansfield took possesuion of
the Gurrick, and Nell Burgoss placed Moy |
self i thé manngerizl chale at the Biag)
Theatre. New York was golig to emplate
the exumple of Loodom: - New York was Al
golng to demonstrate the fsct—as Londos =
bag done—that the man who can soccesstul- 10
Iy head his own company ls the mun best
fitted to munsge his own fheatre, How
parugmaphically jubllant we waxed] How
cackilugly jocund were our prophecies!
The result of the two experimients Bas
been deplorable. The story ofeNell Burgess
is, In fact, tear-wasbed. Mr, Burgess in-
vested nearly $S100,000 In the Star Theatre:
in order to produce & new play calied
“The Year One," which he felt convineed ]
would ron for thees or four years, No-
body lursd Lim to his fate. Nobody ad-
vised hlm on the subject. It wue his own
ides, born of enilivsiasm, plus a bauk se
count. Burgess pald $40,000 bouus to Thoo-
dore Moxs and be spent something ke
§56,000 on decoratng the old theatre, “Ths
Yeur One” as you willi remember, was &
ghastly end an wutterly hopaless fallure,
and Burgess now staris on the road for ;'
sixteen weeks tour with “The County
Falr." =
He cannot take his $50,000 of decors-
tlons and lnprovemeuts away with him,
They stitk 10 the walls and they are wiv-'
eted to the door. He must leave them for -
some other fellow to enjoy. And so it Is0
with Mansfield. He cannot cart hls Poins ’
peilan room sway from the Garrick The- -
itre or teur down the crimson. hangings e
nnd carmine fixings, It is s hard-earned 1
money pltifully frittered swiy. The caga |
of Nell Burgess, bowever, is far sadder
than that of the Infammatory Maosfield. &
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Burgess has worked hard for years. He. =
recumulated a fortune by saving bis o
money. His bank aceount grew graduglly L4

after his unostentatious engageient wg AN
Tony Tastor's Theatre about ten yenrs sgo.
He watched It lovisgly, and his wife fos £
tered It esrefully. : o
Nothing temipted hlin—but the old Star
Theatre. He was tempted, and be feil,
and now it will be years before be cam
hope to recuperate. Yet everything lnoked
very bright for bl & few months am;'nrnl :
He bad atialned the summit of his a-
bition, His friends spplavded. Bung! sud
the degringolade was plshed, 0 ST
L L 3T
Rlchard Mansfield, brought to bay at lust
by the ldlocy of his own advertiscments,
bolst by hls own petand, ls vastiy indignaut

&t the flames be has fanned Into life. Now,

nol known as & eomedian, so that he wil]
have nothing to lve dow. .

He 1s to open his season In “A Gilded
Fool," and e will stay 1o Austealin during
the months of July, August and September,
The engagement will be warehed with great
Interest, for Messrs. Willsmson & Mus-
giove are cesting eyes at John Drew, 15 H,
Sotliern and Willlam H. Crane, These ne-
tors will awsit the result of Goodwiu's trip
before compromising themselves,

L P

There wus # hurlesque performance of
“the uotorious Mrs. Ebbsmith™ called “Too
Much Mrs, Ebbsmlih* at the Lambs' Club
the other day, and John Hare was the
“guest of the evening.” Later on a rather
startling story floated aroond Broadway to
the effect that Wilton Lackaye hnd mude an
extremely anti-lingllsh speoch, In which he
bad condemned the club for entertalning
Mr, Hare; furthermore, that the Ruglish
aetor had been go excecdingly hurt at the
attick that he had put on lis bounet and
shawl and departed In high dodgeon.

I belloved the story myself, becaugse 1
know that Mr. Lackaye 1= an ungmlable
gentleman; who wonld spont just such senti-
ments even at his own elub, Mr. ¢, T, H.
Helmsloy, Hare's manager, however, In-
formed mwe that the English actor left the
elub abead of the other guests, for the rea-
son that his health Is bad, nnd that be has
been wo exeeedingly entertnined of Inte that
the siraln is telllng upon him: Moreover, it
Is asserted that Have enjored himself jm-
mensely, and replied to Mr, Lackaye's ban-
tering remarke on the subject of Faglish
actors Crofsing the ocenn for Ameriean dol-
lars with light and frothy Indifference.

John Hare 18 such an affnble, nnassuming
gestleman that it Is not essy to see bHow
be could have an enemy in the world, He
ended his engagemeny at Abbey’s Theatre
last night, and his deleetuble work as Ben-
Jamin Goldfineh In “A Palr of Spectacles”
guite obliternted all mpemories of the rancld
and mildewed “Mrs, Ebbsmith.” If Hare
18 wise be will not try to folst that no-
torioug: lady upon the out-of-towners. “‘A
Pair of Bpectacles' wis remarkably sue-
eessful ln this eolty, and It will probably
meet the smne Mite “on the rond."

- - -

At the Lycenm Theatre new scenery hax
been painted and new costmmes made for
a revival of “The Prisoner of Zenda™ at
thint howss, with the stock company in tho
cast Instead of the wemlers of B. H.
Sothern's orgunizutlon.  Danlel Fnihmn
evidently has unlimited fuith in the power
of this play. The revival will cost just as|
much: as the origlnal production, and it is
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mot often that & mansger feels lmpelled
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he denles everything. He Is the Barbars
Al of the deamatle profossion—iust a8 Gne i
balaneed nud ae egotlstical as that feminine
uine-days' wonder, If we walt ling enough d"ﬂ
he will retract his denials, and admit every= =
thing effervescently. And then—if thepapers
enn still be counted npon for space—he will

re-deny,  Of course this condition of things
caunot possibly Iast long, There 15 u Haly

to even the patlence of journalists. "Ma 0

Munsfleld has behaved himself ridieulonsly
for many yenrs, but {he idea that he was &
senlus, and that he was merely induigingin
the purely fietitions eccentriclties of genive,
gave his abermtions interest. A puainful
fact Is gradually dawning upon ws. “Mr,
Mausfield Is not a genius. We hive hoon |
walting for that divime spark for muny
moons—walting patlently and ¢ourageonsly.
It bas falled to monifest (tsalf, Mr. Manse
field has been écentrie upon fulse pretences, :
We want tio more of It. We climor for kis.
alleged genlus, sod untll we got it wo don'd
ere o rap whether he Insolix the people of ¥
Atlantn or the pegple of Timbuoctod. n
the height pf the telegraphie fever coused
by Mansfield's dispatclies anent his leoture .“q
tour, and the denial of his leeture tour, and T
his threatened engigement ot the Garrisk,) N
and lots of other things, 1 spled his personal F L
agert, Willism MceConnell. I thought iagd 8=
he would be zhie o settle things for me. ' R
“Mr. McConvell,™ 1 began alrily, “what™ P8
I8 Richard Manstield golog to do fioxt Sefi=
son "’ Y
MeConmnell loked at me for an instant, and™ &
then remarked loconically, and with plaint-
ive smilelessuess: “*Not me,"
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